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usual, though he carried himself erect, with head thrown
back. But his face was pale with a terrible greenish
pallor, and the life seemed to have faded out of his
bright eyes. His swollen feet would hardly carry him.
He gasped out every word with an infinity of effort,
He had managed to contort his face into a smile as he
shook hands with the French Ambassador and said
good-bye to his wife. But when he got into the
saloon, he collapsed into a seat, and as his gaze wan-
dered round the compartment a terrifying thought
passed through his mind. Was this narrow bos on
wheels, that bore him rumbling through the night, to
be his coffin ? He was always frightened at the idea of
death, but that night it was nearer to him than it had
ever been.

He went to sleep with the help of an injection; the
doctor and his faithful satellites sat together and talked
in whispers about what might or might not happen*
Bernhard leaned against the window, his fresh boyish
face drawn with grief When day dawned the night-
mare lifted slightly; the night had passed without
catastrophe. The Minister sat at breakfast in the
dining car, with a rug tucked about his freezing limbs,
and die autumn sunshine brought a litde colour into
the deathly pallor of his face. Paris... how he had
been going to enj^y his visit; and now the city, that he
had invested in his imagination with all the glamour of
romance, was approaching, and he would hardly see it,
for he had to preserve the pitiful remains of his fading
strength, and his doctors had only permitted the journey
on condition that he obeyed their instructions without
question. He sat like a prisoner between the professor,
the secretaries and the sick-nurse. He had mastered